ACT II         FOR    SERVICES    RENDERED             T^j

MRS. ARDSLEY: He's old enough to be her father.

GY^N: What does that matter?

MRS. ARDSLEY: A lot, I should say.  I don't want to hurt

youi feelings, but you know, a girl of Lois's age looks

upon you and me, your husband and mine., as older than

God.
GWEN: It isn't as if there -were a lot of men here.  A girl

can't pick a&d choose in a place like this.
MRS. ARDSLEY: Now Fm afraid I think you're not being

very polite.

GWEN: I'm sorry. I don't mean to be rude. Fm so utterly
miserable.

MRS. ARDSLEY: [With kindness.] You poor dear. Fm sure
you're mistaken. And in any case you're going away
soon and that'll end it.

GWEN: [Quickly.} Then you think there's something to
end?

MRS. ARDSLEY: No, no. End your fear, I mean. I know
very little about men like your husband. I daresay men
of that age are often rather taken by bright young things.
I think a sensible wife just shrugs her shoulders and
laughs. Her safety is that the bright young things look
upon her husband as an old fogey.

GWEN: Oh, I hope you're right. If you only knew the
agony I've been through since I found out.

MRS. ARDSLEY: I'm sure Fm right. And if there is any truth
in what you think, Fm convinced that a fortnight after
you've left here he'll have forgotten all about her.

[She gets up to put an end to the conversation. GWEN
rises too. She glances out of the window and sees a car
stopping at the door.

GWEN: Here they are.

MRS. ARDSLEY: [Looking out of window.] Who? Ohs your
husband and Lois.